THE    SON    FROM    LONDON

for his mother in a tone that was meant to
deceive me into thinking he did not care how
she was.

Hendry would have had a talk out oi him
on the spot, but was reminded of the luggage,
We took the heavy farm road, and soon we
were at the saw-mill. I am naturally leisurely,
but we climbed the commonty at a stride.
Jamie pretended to be calm, but in a dark
place I saw him take Leeby's hand, and after
that he said not a word. His eyes were fixed
on the elbow of the brae, where he would
come into sight of his mother's window. Many,
many a time, I know, that lad had prayed to
God for still another sight of the window with
his mother at it. So we came to the corner
where the stile is that Sam'l Dickie jumped
in the race for T'nowhead's Bell, and before
Jamie was the house of his childhood and his
mother's window, and the fond, anxious face
of his mother herself* My eyes are dtill, and
I did not sec her, but suddenly Jamie cried
out, " My mother! " and Leeby and I wert